LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

his parents and especially from his mother.   The answer
was characteristic*

"Button HoMt itotbOtt., 1874,

11 You must not be vexed at my absences. You
must understand that I shall he a nomad, more or less,
until my days be done. You don't know how much
I used to long for it In old days; how I used to go
and look at the trains leaving, and wish to go with
them. And now, you know, that I have a little more
that is solid under my feet, you must take my nomadic
habits as a part of me. Just wait till I am in swing,
and you will see that I shall pass more of my life with
you than elsewhere; only take me as 1 am, and give
me time, I must be a bit of a vagabond ; it *s your own
fault, after all, is n't it ? You should n't have had a
tramp for a

While the man was in the making during these years,
the writer also was passing through the .stages of a de-
velopment which was unusually protracted. The per-
fecting of his style was necessarily a work of time, but
in the meanwhile, if he had seen his way to use the
gifts at his command, his love of romance* his imagina-
tion, and his vivid interest in fife might well have
enabled him to produce work which would have se-
cured him immediate popularity and reward.

Nothing of the sort, however, was accomplished* and,
high as his standard always w*t*4t this delay may welt
have been a gain for his ultimate success, During the
six years between his first appearance as u printed and
paid author and the publication of ttu* 7>aw/$ a
f) his published work consisted rrt some six-und-

164nd his protracted
